PRESIDENT   MASARYK   TELLS   HIS   STORY
I went to Sweden, as German spies were active
there, and if I were denounced to the Swedish
authorities they might hand me over to Austria or
at least intern me as an act of neutrality to Austria.
So when I got to Stockholm I didn't even go to an
hotel but walked about the streets all day with
Bohdan Pavlu, who had come from Petrograd
to meet me.
I prepared for that journey very carefully; I
removed every trace of my identity. I ripped from
my clothes every mark of a Prague or London
firm; and three times 1 went through every piece
of paper and every scrap of clothing that I was
taking with me, and examined them minutely to
be sure that there was nothing to betray me. But
when I was in Russia I found among my linen a
collar on which the London laundry had written
in indelible ink my full name: MASARYK 1 And I
had so relied on my caution and my practical sense!
I have often thought over such fateful moments
as this in my life. I have never understood the idea
of an aristocratic Providence, as though I had
some special right to its protection. Many people
have luck as great as 'mine, perhaps everyone has it.
It is another thing to see the workings of Provi-
dence in the development of a State or nation. Of
course, States and nations are made up of individuals,
individuals are the expression and the instruments